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WAITING 

I  sit  suspended. 
In  the  midst  of  work, 
A  ticking  comes 
Behind  my  eyes. 

The  hand  which  moves  the  pen 

Pauses  in  mid-word. 

The  eyes  which  followed  sentences 

Lose  focus.  The  ears 

Which  just  now  shut  the  world  away, 

Open  wide  and,  hearing  nothing, 

Listen  to  my  breath. 

How  many  times 

I  turn  to  wait. 

At  breakfast,  and  in  my  study, 

I  stop  and  hearken 

For  the  step  which  does  not  come. 

In  conversation 

I  lose  the  thread  of  speech, 

Thinking  that  I  see 

A  figure  in  the  hall. 

The  only  rest 
Your  leaving  leaves  to  me 
Is  sleep,  when  finally 
It  draws  the  curtains  of  the  day 
And  tucks  the  coverlets  of  night 
About  my  chin. 

But  then,  of  course, 

1  dream. 

George  Hoar 


Judy  Scanlon 
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THE  LINE  YOU'VE  REACHED  IS  TEMPORARILY  OUT  OF  SERVICE 


I  lived  in  a  glass  house 

And  shattered  continually 

Day  after  day 

New  Splinters 

Lodged  in  my  failing  epidermis. 

So  feeling  the  need  for  closer  quarters 

And  a  better  sense  of  my  whereabouts 

I  moved  to  a  phone  booth. 

But  how  many  times 

Can  I  change  my  clothes 

A  nd  how  fast? 

"Your  three  minutes  is  up." 

Put  down  that  rock! 

I'm  still  vulnerable. 

I  feel  like  the  same  person 

Flying  through  the  sky 

Or  reporting  to  my  editor. 

I  can't  stop  the  damn  ringing. 

How  could  I  explain 

There's  really  nobody  home. 

Linda  Turner 


Russ  Kendall 


FOR  LUKE  AGAIN 


I  promised  you 

That  when  the  first  snow  came 
We  would  catch  snow) lakes 
On  our  tonges. 

The  snowstorm  came. 

And  I  was  locked  away  from  you 
While  others  watched 
Your  welfare. 

It  may  rain  the  day  we  bring  you  home  again. 
For  it  did  three  Januaries  past, 
When  you  were  born. 

But  showers 

Do  not  last  forever. 

And  if  I  must  make 

Paper  snow) lakes  for  your  tongue 

You  will  have  them  then 
My  son. 

Paula  Nelson 
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CHANGELING  DOLL 

by  Edith  L.  Flaherty 


Emily  could  feel  the  first  gray  fingers  of  light  creeping 
in  around  the  heavy  draperies,  prying  at  her  eyelids.  She 
sat  up  in  bed  quickly,  and  darted  a  look  towards  the  doll, 
sitting  rigid  and  unwinking  in  the  tiny  rocker.  She  stayed 
motionless,  trying  to  make  her  breath  go  in  and  out  without 
a  sound.  The  doll  wasn't  awake,  she  finally  decided.  She 
edged  her  feet  out  from  under  the  warm  covers  very,  very 
slowly,  and  slid  over  the  side  of  the  bed,  not  making  any 
noise  at  all.  Picking  herself  up  from  the  floor,  she  put  one 
bare  boot  before  the  other,  tip-toeing  over  the  carpet  with 
breath  held.  She  had  almost  escaped  through  the  door  before 
she  heard  the  doll's  voice,  tinny  and  thin  in  her  head,  check- 
ing her  feet. 


— You  can't  go  without  me,  you  know.    I  make  you 


safe 


Emily  whispered  softly,  "I  want  to  go  by  myself.  I 
don't  want  you  to  be  with  me."  She  tried  to  go  on  walking, 
but  her  legs  stiffened. 

— I  make  you  safe.  I  show  you  all  the  secrets.  I  tell 
you  all  the  rules.  Thin  as  a  thread,  the  doll's  words  were 
still  sharp  and  clear  in  Emily's  mind. 

"Stay  here.  I'll  come  back  and  get  you  if  I  have  to," 
Emily  whispered,  watching  the  doll  anxiously. 

— You  are  naughty  to  try  to  leave  me,  the  wispy  voice 
said.  A  sharp  stab  of  pain  seized  Emily's  legs,  and  she 
dropped  to  the  floor.  She  bit  her  teeth  hard  on  the  inside 
of  her  cheek,  and  pulled  her  knees  up  to  her  chest,  wrapping 
both  arms  tight  around  her  legs.  She  didn't  cry  out,  for  fear 
it  would  be  worse.  She  huddled  on  the  floor,  staring  wide- 
eyed  at  the  doll,  making  tiny  gasps  now  and  then  in  spite  of 
herself,  and  waiting.  The  doll  stared  back  out  of  blue  glass 
eyes,  its  battered  plaster  face  white  with  want  of  paint. 
Gradually,  the  pain  ebbed  away.  Emily  sighed,  and  flexed 
one  leg  carefully.  Then  the  other.  She  stood  up  slowly, 
reaching  over  to  scoop  up  the  doll  in  one  hand.  She  went 
down  the  stairs  properly,  remembering  that  the  right  foot 
must  go  first,  on  each  step. 


She  paused  suddenly.  "They'll  be  happy  if  I  make  my 
own,"  she  crooned  to  herself. 

What  do  they  call  it?  I  can't  remember,  what  do  they 
call  it,  tell  me  it  quick,  she  begged  the  doll  silently,  what  are 
the  words? 

— Food,  they  call  it  food,  the  thin  voice  said.  — But 
I  want  none,  put  the  bowl  down. 


'I'm  hungry,"  Emily  protested.    She  clutched  the  bowl 


tightly. 

— Put  the  bowl  down,  put  the  box  back,  I  want  no  food. 

"I'm  hungry,  I  want  it,  I'm  going  to  eat  it,"  Emily  told 
the  doll  fiercely.  She  was  frightened  to  hear  herself  defying 
the  doll,  but  she  clasped  her  small  mouth  shut,  she  shouted 
the  words  until  they  rolled  around  in  her  head  like  marbles. 
I'm  hungry,  I'm  going  to  eat  it,  it's  my  food,  it's  mine! 

— Put  the  bowl  down,  put  the  box  back,  do  as  I  say  or 
I  won't  tell  you  the  words,  I  won't  show  you  the  secrets. 
Put  it  all  back. 

The  doll's  voice  rolled  and  thundered  at  Emily  and  she 
was  beaten.  She  sat  down  on  the  floor  where  the  doll 
pointed.  After  a  time,  her  mother  and  father  yawned  and 
stretched  their  way  into  the  room,  stopping  abruptly.  Emily 
watched  them  closely.  The  pain  and  shock  on  their  faces 
turned  hers  instantly  into  stiffened  ice. 

"Emily,  dear,  why  did  you  do  this?"  her  mother's  voice 
wailed.  "What  made  you  throw  the  cereal  all  over  the  room?" 
the  voice  trembled,  and  fear  rose  in  Emily's  throat.  "What 
makes  you  do  such  things?  God  knows  I'd  fix  you  a  lovely 
breakfast." 

Emily  turned  an  accusing  eye  on  the  doll,  and  spoke  to 
it  secretly.  She  said  it  was  breakfast,  not  food,  you  lied  to 
me.  Tell  them.  Tell  them  who  did  that,  Emily  coaxed,  turn 
loose  the  words.  Tell  me  the  words  or  I'll  hurt  you,  I  will, 
I'll  hurt  you! 


"Emily,"  her  father's  voice  rumbled.  She  frowned  in 
concentration.  "You  will  get  the  broom  this  minute  and  do 
the  best  you  can  to  clean  up  this  mess,  as  a  lesson  to  you. 
I  won't  have  you  using  your  mother  this. way." 

The  words  tugged  Emily's  eyes  from  her  mother's 
crumpled  face.  She  tested  her  legs,  making  sure  she  could 
stand.  She  held  the  doll  carefully  around  its  waist,  cradling 
its  head  on  her  shoulders,  appealing  to  it. 

What  is  broom?  I  can't  remember.  Show  me  the  se- 
crets, what  should  I  do?  The  words  scurried  around  in  her 
mind  like  frightened  mice.  She  watched  her  father  through 
china  blue  eyes,  waiting.   The  doll  hung  limp  and  silent. 

"Don't,  Jack,  don't,"  her  mother's  voice  soothed.  "Let 
her  alone.    Look  at  her,  see  how  frightened  she  looks." 

"I'll  hurt  you,  I'll  hurt  you!"  Emily  screamed.  She 
flung  the  doll  on  the  floor,  hurled  herself  down  beside  it  and 
pounded  with  small  fists  on  the  lumpy  sawdust  stuffed  body, 
as  hard  as  she  could,  again  and  again.  Suddenly  she  felt 
herself  being  picked  up,  her  legs  confined  in  a  strong  arm, 
her  hands  clasped  tight.  She  stared  down  at  the  doll  laying 
there,  one  leg  thrust  out  at  a  crazy  angle,  one  maimed  hand 
flung  over  the  faded  white  face  as  if  for  protection.  The 
bright  glass  eyes  stared  back  at  her,  unblinking.  Emily 
obeyed. 

"What  makes  you  show  such  temper?"  asked  one  voice, 
and  the  other  chimed  in,  "Oh,  Emily,  your  poor  dear  old 
doll,  how  could  you  treat  it  like  that?  Was  it  mother  you 
were  really  mad  at?"  and  the  deep  voice  went  on,  "That 
stuff  is  nonsense,  nonsense,"  and  the  word  'nonsense'  rolled 
around  the  room  again  and  again,  until  it  ran  down  slowly, 
like  a  tired  clock.  Emily  bunched  stiffly  in  the  chair,  legs 
folded  and  wrapped  securely  in  skinny  arms,  eyes  blank  and 
unseeing,  small  mouth  locked  tight. 

"Why  do  you  suppose  she  won't  answer  us?"  That  was 
her  mother. 

"Who  knows?  Maybe  she  doesn't  hear  us.  Maybe  she's 
being  stubborn,  how  should  I  know?  Hardly  talks  at  all  any 
more,  seems  to  me." 

I  hear,  I  hear,  Emily  said,  but  the  words  bumped  into 
the  tightly  locked  mouth  and  couldn't  escape.  She  looked  at 
the  doll  beseechingly.    Give  me  some  of  the  words,   she 


begged.  Please,  I'll  be  good,  let  some  of  the  words  loose. 
I'll  walk  the  circle  twenty  times,  please,  a  hundred  times. 
You're  supposed  to  help  me! 

— You  are  a  bad  evil  girl,  you  tried  to  smash  me,  you 
are  wicked,  wicked,  wicked!  I'll  make  you  hurt,  I'll  twist 
your  tongue  and  tie  your  words  in  knots.  Nobody  loves  you, 
nobody,  nobody,  nobody! 

Suddenly  Emily  cried  out,  a  high-pitched  keening  wail 
that  startled  her  and  froze  the  room  into  icy  silence.  Tears 
flooded  her  face,  soaked  her  pajama  front,  ran  down  in  rivers 
and  chilled  her  skin,  and  splashed  salty  drops  onto  the  doll's 
face.  She  clutched  the  doll  fiercely,  and  rocked  it  back  and 
forth,  back  and  forth. 

"There,  now,  you  see,  Jack?  She's  sorry  she  hurt  the 
doll,  just  look  at  that.  She's  probably  just  going  through  a 
phase  or  something.   She'll  be  all  right,  I'm  sure  of  it." 

"How  the  devil  can  I  help,  if  you  refuse  to  face  facts? 
She's  mine  too,  you  seem  to  forget.  I  love  her  too,  and  I'm 
telling  you  ..." 

I  heard  that,  Emily  murmured  to  the  doll,  you  heard  it 
too,  you  can't  make  it  go  away,  I  heard  it.  I  remember  a 
rule,  too,  you  put  your  arms  up  and  you  say  I  love  her  too 
and  they  put  their  arms  down  and  wrap  around  you  tight 
and  make  it  warm,  and  make  it  warm. 

— You  can't  use  the  secret.  Remember,  you  hurt  me! 
I'll  nail  your  arms  to  your  sides,  they  won't  move,  I'll  stop 
their  ears  so  they  won't  hear  you.   You  have  to  pay! 

Emily  perched  the  doll  on  a  corner  of  the  captain's 
chair  at  the  head  of  the  table.  Its  arms  and  legs  splayed  out 
like  starfish,  it's  blue  glass  eyes  stared  blankly  at  the  chan- 
delier. Patches  of  scruffy  knotted  hair  stuck  out  in  tufts  and 
wouldn't  be  made  neat.  Emily  obediently  paced  the  room  in 
careful,  measured  circuits.  Each  time  she  came  back  to  it, 
she  touched  the  right  arm  on  the  captain's  chair,  one  lightly 
brushed  pat.  She  could  feel  her  mother  and  father  watching 
her;  their  eyes  left  a  cold  place  on  her  face.  She  listened  to 
the  doll  carefully  counting  each  circle,  and  went  on  doggedly, 
waiting  for  permission  to  stop. 

"Emily,  whatever  you  think  you're  doing,  I  want  you 
to  stop  it  now,"  the  strong  deep  voice  said.  "Get  up  in  that 
chair  and  wait  for  your  breakfast." 
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The  words  fell  into  Emily's  stomach  like  heavy  stones, 
sending  ripples  of  fear  out  to  stiffen  her  scalp. 

You  can't  hurt  me  if  he  makes  me  stop,  please,  let  me 
stop!    Look,  I'll  walk  faster! 

— You.  must  go  on,  around  and  around  the  circle,  an- 
other time,  and  another  .  .  . 

Her  mother's  voice  over-ran  the  doll's  thin,  faraway 
whisper.  "Emily,  dear,  come  along  into  the  kitchen  with  me, 
we'll  make  you  some  cereal  and  toast.  Come  along,  let's 
walk  out  together." 

"Why  do  you  deliberately  contradict  every  word  I  say 
to  the  kid?" 

"You're  so  harsh,  you  think  bullying  solves  everything, 
just  because  ..." 

You  seem  to  forget  —  you  don't  understand  —  you 
think  you  know  —  if  she  wasn't  so  spoiled  —  louder  and 
louder,  the  words  hurled  around  the  room,  slamming  into 
the  furniture,  bouncing  off  of  Emily's  face  and  making  her 
eyes  blink.  Harder  and  faster  they  sped,  Emily's  heartbeat 
was  pounding  in  her  throat  and  choking  her,  she  couldn't 
breathe,  and  finally  the  doll  sent  her  scuttling  under  the  table 
for  safety.  She  sat  there  trembling  and  listening  to  the  storm 
of  words.  The  thick  roaring  sounds  were  full  of  anger,  Emily 
could  feel  it  tying  knots  in  her  stomach.  Her  ears  caught  the 
sound  of  pain,  too,  and  the  sound  of  it  brought  glittering 
tears  to  her  eyes.  It  was  the  doll  who  helped  her  to  recog- 
nize the  third  sound  she  was  hearing  in  the  rush.  Weaving 
in  around  and  through  the  choking  blanket  of  words  was  a 
steel  sharp  needle  of  fear.  It  sought  and  probed  and  stabbed 
until  it  found  its  like,  where  Emily  had  hidden  it  from  sight 
under  the  table.  The  bright  sharp  sound  of  it  sneaked  into 
the  hidden  places  in  Emily's  stomach  and  throat,  swelling 
and  growing  like  a  balloon,  until  it  finally  exploded  in  silvery 
star-bursts  in  her  head,  nearly  blinding  her  with  the  brilliance. 

— It's  all  right,  I'll  take  away  your  ears,  I'll  make  you 
safe,  you  cannot  hear. 

She  could  not  hear.  She  could  not  hear  for  a  long  time; 
days,  maybe,  or  minutes,  or  hours,  she  couldn't  remember 
any  more,  exactly  how  the  words  went  that  told  about  time. 

Is  it  tomorrow?  she  asked  the  doll.  The  doll  lay  face 
down  in  Emily's  tiny  wooden  rocking  chair,  with  one  leg 


hanging  casually  over  the  edge.  It  made  no  answer.  Its 
silence  pulled  Emily  out  from  under  the  bed,  dust  puffs 
sticking  in  thick  gray  patches  to  her  corduroy  pants. 

Emily  studied  the  doll  a  moment,  then  said  aloud,  "I'm 
going  downstairs."  Nearly  through  the  door,  she  looked  back 
in  surprise.   "You  have  to  come  with  me!" 

A  long  time  went  by,  while  Emily  waited.  Finally  she 
heard  the  doll  say  flatly,  —  No.   No,  I'm  not  going. 

She  hesitated,  but  she  could  hear  three  voices  from 
below,  sending  sounds  and  echoes  winding  up  the  stairs  to 
seek  her  out.  I  remember  the  hiding  secret,  anyway,  she 
told  herself.    I  can  go  by  myself. 

Part  of  the  hiding  secret  was  to  make  your  feet  into 
soft  velvet,  like  kitten  paws.  You  crept  along  very  slowly, 
with  your  head  down  and  your  eyes  lowered.  If  you  made 
your  body  and  your  clothes  into  wallpaper,  curtains,  parts 
of  the  chairs  and  the  sofas,  no  one  could  see  you.  Curled 
up  carefully  behind  the  stiff  black  chair  that  no  one  ever 
seemed  to  use,  Emily  listened  eagerly  to  the  voices,  happy 
to  have  her  ears  back.  The  high-pitched  tight  sound  was 
her  mother,  Emily  remembered  proudly.  There  was  a  deep 
rough  rumble,  and  that  was  her  father.  And  one  other  voice 
—  she  held  her  breath  and  listened  to  it  carefully.  It  moved 
back  and  forth  around  her  mother's  and  father's  voices,  with 
a  soft,  quiet  sound  that  riveted  her  attention  and  made  her 
uneasy. 

She  pushed  her  forehead  tight  up  against  the  back  of 
the  chair  so  she  wouldn't  be  able  to  see  the  man  who  owned 
that  third  voice,  and  concentrated  hard  on  stopping  some  of 
the  words  as  they  went  rolling  by. 

"There's  no  doubt  it's  been  worse  lately.  For  days  now, 
she  hasn't  even  seemed  to  know  ..." 

"She  knows  me,  Jack,  I  know  she  does.  You  can't  ask 
me  to  lock'her  away,  to  shut  her  up  in  that  terrible  place, 
can't  we  keep  her  here,  and  can't  you  ..." 

"You  must  understand,  Mrs.  Vining,  that  the  longer 
she  goes  unhelped,  the  longer  it  will  take.  The  dissociation 
from  reality  is  getting  ..." 

"You're  being  selfish  about  this,  Judith.  You  should 
be  thinking  about  the  kid,  what's  best  for  her.  Instead,  you 
can  only  think  of  yourself,  of  your  feelings,  your  embarrass- 
ment." 
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"Sure,  sure,  of  course,  it's  all  my  fault,  it's  always  the 
mother's  fault." 

The  voices  began  to  blur  and  run  together;  Emily  strug- 
gled to  sort  the  sounds  into  meaning,  quickly,  before  each 
fragment  was  overtaken  and  swallowed  by  still  more  words 
and  sounds  hurrying  by. 

"Now,  now,"  that  strange  voice  murmured.  "I'm  sure 
your  husband  is  only  trying  to  express"  .  .  .  "My  God,  it 
would  be  hard  to  tell  who's  the  biggest  child,  you  or  .  .  .  " 

.  .  .  "Let  us  all  try  to  calm  down  sufficiently  to"  .  .  .  "Are 
you  both  trying  to  tell  me  that  beautiful  child  is  ...  " 

The  voices  swelled  into  a  roar  and  battered  at  Emily 
until  her  head  began  to  hurt.  She  thrust  her  two  hands  out 
in  front  of  her  face  to  stop  the  sound,  and  tried  to  make  the 
shivering  go  away.  In  a  few  minutes  the  roar  subsided,  and 
finally  Emily  could  hear  only  the  tiny  echoes,  coming  from 
a  great  distance.  Released,  she  scurried  back  upstairs,  re- 
membering even  in  her  frantic  haste,  to  use  the  hiding  secret. 

"I'm  afraid,  I'm  afraid!"  she  told  the  doll  desperately. 
She  clutched  it  close,  so  it  could  feel  her  fear.  "There's 
someone  terrible  in  this  place,  he's  going  to  hurt  me,  I  can 
tell,  he'll  come  after  me  to  hurt  me  and  no  one  can  stop 
him,  because  he'll  turn  them  all  into  statues  and  they  won't 
be  able  to  move  while  he  comes  after  me,  I'm  afraid,  help 
me,  I'm  afraid  ..."  her  fingers  gouged  into  the  doll's  saw- 
dust body. 

As  though  the  panic  in  Emily's  hands  finally  squeezed 
the  words  out,  the  doll  whispered  softly,  — The  blocks!  The 
blocks,  with  the  letters  on  them. 

Emily  flew  to  her  toy  box,  tipping  it  over  on  its  side, 
spilling  a  jumble  of  toys  on  the  floor.  She  picked  out  one 
by  one,  the  square  wooden  blocks  with  rainbow  letters. 
Carefully,  brows  wrinkled  in  concentration,  she  built  a  high 
wall  of  magic.  She  pushed  the  blocks  together  tightly,  so 
tightly  that  nothing  could  squeeze  out  from  between  them. 
It  was  a  beautiful  wall;  high,  safe,  and  firm.  Emily  studied 
it  carefully.  The  waves  of  fright  that  nearly  engulfed  her, 
were  ebbing  now.  She  could  see  her  bed  with  the  pink  ging- 
ham cover,  over  near  the  window.  Her  white  bureau  re- 
appeared out  of  the  mist,  with  something  sitting  on  the  top. 
Pooh  Bear?    Yes,  Pooh  Bear.    She  laid  a  careful,  precise 


row  of  paper  dolls  before  the  wall  as  sentries,  and  gave  a 
long  sigh. 

"Look  at  my  clothes,  I've  got  them  all  dirty,"  she 
whispered  to  the  doll.  She  brushed  hard  at  the  dust  puffs 
clinging  to  the  corduroy.  The  small  gray  clouds  changed 
shape,  moved  slightly,  and  dug  in  again  fiercely.  Make  them 
get  off  me,  she  hissed.    The  doll  was  quiet. 

"Well,  then."  Emily  murmured.  "Well,  then."  She 
detoured  carefully  around  the  barrier  wall  with  its  row  of 
guards,  and  paused  briefly  at  the  door.    "Help  me?" 

Thin  as  a  wisp  of  smoke,  the  doll  finally  answered. 
— No,  it  said,  No,  I'm  not  going  with  you. 

I  know  all  about  getting  clean,  anyway,  Emily  said  to 
herself.  It's  the  rules  about  water.  I  remember.  She  went 
directly  to  the  proper  room,  and  felt  a  small  rush  of  satis- 
faction. There  was  a  lot  of  glaring  white,  and  she  closed 
her  eyes  against  it,  just  a  little,  and  studied  everything.  She 
admired,  for  a  while,  a  slippery  bright  colored  curtain.  With 
one  finger,  she  traced  the  outlines  of  a  huge  bird  with  a  long 
curved  neck  and  tidily  folded  wings.  She  slid  the  curtain 
together,  until  all  the  birds  disappeared  into  the  folds,  leav- 
ing nothing  behind  but  a  long  beak  here,  a  yellow  leg  there. 
She  climbed  into  the  tub  triumphantly.  Soap,  she  remem- 
bered. Soap  is  part  of  the  rule.  She  looked  around  to  see 
if  there  was  soap  anywhere,  when  her  eyes  suddenly  ran 
into  the  rows  of  even  white  squares  that  wrapped  around 
the  tub. 

A  leap  of  fright  stopped  her  heart.  The  wall!  The 
magic  wall!  Who  moved  it?  Why  was  it  following  her?  She 
remembered,  suddenly,  what  she  had  hidden  behind  the  wall, 
and  crouched  into  a  small  heap  in  the  bottom  of  the  tub. 
She  touched  the  squares  with  trembling  fingers,  and  a  wave 
of  relief  flooded  her.  Stupid  dummy,  she  told  herself,  it's 
not  the  same  wall!  There's  no  letters  on  these  blocks.  Stupid 
dummy!  She  ran  her  fingers  along  the  lowest  row  of  squares, 
making  sure  about  the  letters,  until  they  rested  on  two  shiny 
bright  knobs.  It's  one  of  these,  she  thought.  She  caught  one 
corner  of  her  lower  lip  firmly  in  her  teeth,  and  considered. 
Then  she  turned  the  knob  hard. 

Suddenly  a  wailing  scream  was  loose  in  the  room!  It 
was  tearing  fiercely  around  the  walls,  piercing  and  stabbing 
at  Emily's  ears  until  she  clapped  her  two  hands  over  them, 
tight,  to  close  it  out.   The  scream  went  on,  ripping  the  air  to 
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tatters,  turning  Emily  numb  and  rigid.  Loud  voices  shouted 
back  at  it,  their  echoes  bouncing  off  the  walls  of  squares, 
until  the  room  was  filled  with  screams  and  horror  and  echoes, 
piling  layer  on  layer,  smothering  her. 

Ohmygod,  my  poor  baby.  Now,  now,  please  stand 
aside,  let  me  reach  the  cold  water.  You  see,  you  see,  just 
what  I've  been  telling  you,  bound  to  happen  sooner  or  later. 
Oh  sweetjesus,  do  something,  my  poor  baby,  do  something. 

It  will  be  all  right,  help  me  to  remove  the  clothing,  try  to 
calm  down.  Ohmygod,  I  can't  bear  it,  why  does  this  hap- 
pen to  me  .  .  .  the  voices  spiralled  higher  and  higher  until 
suddenly  all  the  noise  trickled  away,  vanished,  disappeared, 
into  His  monstrous  gray  body,  His  shiny  black  buttons,  His 
enormous  bright  eyes  that  locked  her  face  in  a  vise  and 
would  not  let  her  eyes  escape.  A  fog  of  terror  came  forth 
from  him  in  waves,  its  icy  chill  ached  in  her  bones  .  .  .  No, 
no,  she  screamed  in  silent  anguish,  let  me  go,  let  go  of  me, 
and  the  other  two  people  —  her  mother?  her  father?  stood 
still  as  statues  and  looking  at  her  with  eyes  that  filled  their 
faces. 

She  discovered  that  He  was  carrying  her,  his  thick  gray 
arms  held  her  high,  his  wide  gray  body  sent  out  a  sharp 
biting  smell  of  cigars,  she  twisted  frantically  to  fling  herself 
loose,  but  the  arms  held  tight.  They  went  through  a  door, 
her  head  wrenched  desperately  away  from  him  and  she  saw, 
upside  down,  the  tumbled  heap  of  blocks,  and  knew  he  must 
have  done  it.  The  fear  was  loose  in  the  room  again,  leaping 
wildly,  uncontained.    She  lay  stiff  and  unbending,  only  her 


eyes  moved,  following,  pleading.  She  could  hear  voices, 
rising  and  falling,  rising  and  falling.  Her  ears  were  gone 
again,  so  she  couldn't  hear  the  words,  but  her  eyes  studied 
their  lips,  twisting  and  writhing,  opening  and  closing.  Then 
there  were  two  shadow  people  moving  back  and  forth,  gath- 
ering, folding,  and  her  eyes  followed  them.  Their  clothes 
were  turning  to  mist,  now,  and  their  faces  were  pale  and 
blurry. 

He,  with  the  stabbing  eyes,  was  standing  motionless  in 
one  corner  of  the  room.  She  knew  where  he  was.  She  tried 
to  look  at  him,  once,  but  that  whole  corner  was  bathed  in  a 
flaming  fire-glow,  and  her  eyes  couldn't  bear  it. 

Please,  she  begged  silently,  please,  make  it  stop? 

The  doll's  sigh  was  pale,  and  far  away.  — I'll  make  it 
stop,  the  doll  said. 

Will  you  come  with  me? 

There  was  a  long  pause.  — I  may,  the  doll  whispered 
faintly.    I  may  .  .  . 

Emily  left.  She  remembered  to  grasp  the  doll  firmly 
in  one  hand,  placing  it  carefuliy  in  front  of  her  face,  standing 
guard.  Then  she  let  herself  disappear,  sinking  slowly  away 
from  the  bed,  away  from  the  room,  away  from  the  people. 
Away,  into  a  small  new  world.  Where  everything  was  very, 
very,  quiet.   And  warm.   And  safe  .  .  . 


13 


SEA  SPIRIT 

There  happens  a  time  in  life, 

When  you  must  decide  if  you're  happy. 
If  you  are,  then  sunshine  pervades, 
The  beach  is  warm, 
The  tide  is  full. 
But  what  course  if  the  tide  is  out? 

Barnacles  bring  blood  to  your  bare  feet 

And  you  stumble  over  seaweed. 
I've  waded  through  both  tides, 
Trying  to  reach  the  shore. 
The  ocean  underfoot  with  cool  crystal  sand 

Or  thick  with  peircing  stones. 
When  the  tide  was  in, 

I  swam  in  full  deep  waters. 
Now,  I  walk  great  distances  from  the  shore 
To  find  water  deep  enough  to  wade  in. 
Sometimes  I  worry  that  I'll  tread  too  far, 
And  the  tide  will  rise, 

Leaving  me  with  barnacle  sores  on  my  feet 
And  salt  water  in  my  lungs. 

Constance  DiLego 
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VIOLETS 

Murmuring  silence  of  the  pines 
as  they  embrace  the  woodsprite. 
Tumbledown  summerhouse  creaks 
in  rhythm  to  her  footsteps. 

Dry  twigs  snap  at  the  wayward  wind 
that  refuses  to  behave  accordingly 
and  ruffles  her  hair,  then  blows  away 
the  limp  and  tattered  violets  she  collected. 

Sunshine  and  moonshine  join 
and  illuminate  the  forest. 
Shining  on  the  sprites  body  and  soul 
as  she  plays  in  the  wood. 

In  New  York  City,  a  girl 

of  uncertain  age  or  features 

is  found  in  a  dark  and  dismal  alleyway 

holding  a  single  violet. 

Donna  Spencer 
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MY  COMPANION 

I  put  the  gun  to  your  head 

As  I  thought  of  our  life  together. 

Just  fourteen  years  ago,  I  brought  you  here. 

To  this  cabin,  just  you  and  I  together. 

Through  summertime,  wintertime, 
Good  and  bad 

We  wandered  through  the  forests, 
Talked  to  the  trees  and  animals. 
Oh!  They  were  good  times. 

They  call  you  man's  best  friend 

But  to  me,  you  are  more  than  that 

You  are  my  companion,  my  life,  even  sanity  itself. 

Old  Jake  the  grizzly 

We  could  never  talk  to  him 

Attacked,  I  don't  know  why 

In  your  you.h,  you  could  have  taken  him, 

But  time  has  taken  its  toll. 

You  fought  him  hard  to  save  my  life 

And  my  life  you  did  save 

Your  life  you  lost 

For  now  I  must  shoot  you 

Your  suffering  must  end. 

Better  that  I  shoot  you  myself 
But  this  I  cannot  do. 
Your  bravery  I  cannot  match 
I  hope  you  understand  old  pal 
My  companion,  my  life,  MY  DOG. 

Lawrence  Frazier 


Chuck  Rose 
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INSIDE  OUT  WOMAN 


Spilling  .  .  . 

over  gleaming,  steel  tracks, 

in  bloody  color,  inside  the  cover 

of  Time  magazine. 

The  caption  read, 

Another  one  jumped. 

Wondering  .  ,  . 

Must  I  constantly  be  shown? 

I  chose  instead 

Reader's  Digest 

then  went  home. 

I  turned  the  T.V.  on, 

Drifting  .  .  . 

Inane  dialogue. 

A  mystery,  "good" 

a  plot  within  a  plot, 

but  too  soon  I  guessed  the  end, 

long  before  the  third 

commercial  break. 

Watching . .  . 

Her  long  sensuous  blonde  hair 

sweeping  over  well-developed  breasts. 

Her  simmering  blue  eyes 

never  blinked 

as  she  applied  liquid  liner, 

without  smearing,  or  tearing, 

as  I  do. 


Laughing  .  .  . 

Two  children  gurgled  cokes 

from  green  regenerated  bottles. 

Then,  Young  lovers  emerged 

in  a  canoe,  on  a  lake, 

and  I  knew 

all  mosquitoes  had  been 

killed  off  by  prop-men. 

Craving .  .  . 
I  drank. 

A  90  proof  heavenly  burn, 
searing,  for  one  infinitely  small, 
blue  crystallized  second, 
my  thoughts  still. 
While  in  my  empty  amber  glass 
purple  brandy  truth 
clung  tenuously. 
I  am  like  the  other  one 
but .  .  . 

breathing. 


Christine  Cox 
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"SAILORS  LOST" 

The  waves  are  but  Poseidon's  steeds, 
Which  race  into  the  shore. 
Upon  their  backs  are  sailors  lost, 
Who'll  sail  the  seas  no  more. 
They  ride  and  ride  into  the  beach. 
That  they  might  reach  the  sand. 
But  then  their  horses  stumble  in, 
And  they're  pulled  back  again. 
These  souls  of  sailors  lost  cry  out, 
That  mortal  man  may  hear. 
But  all  that's  heard  is  pounding  surf, 
Their  muffled  tongues  unclear. 

John  Willcox 


SECRETS 

Lover,  tell  me  of  your  secrets, 

that  lie  hidden  in  the  planes  of  your  face. 

Your  eyes  that  hold  blurred  memories, 

of  days  I  was  not  here. 

Embrace  me  with  those  remembrances, 

and  curl  their  bodies  around  mine. 

Mix  our  laughter  and  our  tears, 

in  the  easel  of  men's  minds. 

For  how  am  I  to  know  you, 

love  you — hate  you — like  you, 

if  these  secrets  are  kept 

in  your  heart  and  not  within  my  own. 

Donna  Spencer 
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LOVE  FOR  A  BROTHER 

I  thought  about  you  brother, 

When  the  swan  took  to  die, 

Laid  frozen  on  the  icy  stream 

Cracked,  like  reflections  from  a  mirror, 

Gracefully,  I  tried  not  to  cry. 

So  swift,  so  silent 

She  left  us. 

Was  that  a  whisper  brother,  that  we  heard? 

Was  that  you? 

Do  you  remember  me  as  a  child, 

Tea  parties,  birthdays,  and  Sunday  school. 

We  played  mermaids  in  murky  water, 

Washed  our  hair  in  the  ocean's  mouth, 

And  became  wild  horses,  winter  in  the  south. 

Sometimes  I  would  fret  because  of 

Late  dinners  with  seven  not  until  after  eleven. 

I  can  never  forget  you  brother, 

So  swiftly,  in  silence,  you  were  gone. 

After  the  bells,  the  walk  home  from  church, 
White  gloves  intertwined,  New  England  birch, 
Blonde  braids  flying,  little  eyes  aglow. 
You  always  walked  behind  us. 
Tie  stiff,  collar  starched,  head  high. 
Sometimes  you  would  smile, 
Or  hum,  or  sing,  or  keep  quiet. 
I  never  forgot  you  brother, 
Never,  did  I  forget  you. 

In  the  summertime  with  endless  days, 

We'd  sail  for  stretches, 

Crisp  green  ocean,  day  less  delight. 

Far  across  from  sunken  sun, 

Down  to  dawn  in  morning  light, 

The  buoy  would  clang  and  call  the  day. 

We  would  stare  in  silence  and  think. 

Buoyant  in  timeless  space, 

Was  that  you  brother? 

As  the  sail  swept  in  a  dying  wind, 

Pale  colors  rocking  with  every  wave, 

Was  that  you  brother, 

Whom  we  were  thinking  about? 

I  think  not,  for  the  day  tells  me  differently. 
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Sometimes  at  night  in  a  crescent  moon. 

Tucked  into  our  beds, 

We  would  await  their  arrival. 

I  would  cling  to  soft  blankets  or  sister's  arm, 

You  would  stay  awake  where  we  could  see  you. 

You  seemed  an  older  man  then, 

You  seem  another  man  now. 

My  love  for  you  has  not  changed, 

I  will  never  forget  you  brother. 

Never. 

The  years  have  made  us  other  people, 

The  suns  are  setting  slower  now, 

The  wind  no  longer  plays  us  melodies, 

The  waves  have  played  and  washed  away  our  castles. 

Today, 

I  saw  a  small  crab, 

Scurrying  rapid, 

Leaving  behind  a  scrambled  path  of  dug-up-sand. 

I  saw  him  disappear, 

Into  a  hole,  later  washed  by  a  wave. 

Was  that  you  brother? 

Who  so  swiftly  left  us, 

So  quietly,  without  a  trace. 

I  think  not, 

For  years  tell  me  differently. 


Kim  Kelley 


23 


MWKMjteii'it-  titrtffiiftWi  MWawriffl 


jWBWtaWWMU'TMtn  >  Ujii-.  . 


*s 


,  MlV" 


THE  ONLOOKER 


The  precious  light  of  spring  shines  through  the  window. 

It  glances  on  the  fender 

And  golden  fire  tools,  and  plays  tunes 

With  seried  ranks  of  books. 

It  speaks  to  shadows 

And  lends  their  darkness 

Spurious  mystery. 

The  pattern  on  the  carpet  wakes  to  dance. 

Yet  he  within  the  window 
Stands  in  shadow, 
As  still  in  contemplation, 
As  Moses  on  Mount  Nebo. 
The  right  hand  at  his  side 
Grasps  a  hammer.  His  eyes 
Squint  somber  into  brightness. 
March  sun  gleams  without. 

It  lights  on  happy  faces. 

Handsome  youth  swing  by, 

Hands  touching  in  the  passing 

Mating  dance  of  school. 

But  he  must  stay  forever, 

Locked  in  comfort  of  familiar  things  — 

Of  books  and  stereo  —  and  long  thoughts. 

He  will  not  go  out. 


Only  exhaustion  of  defect 
Would  reward  his  leaving. 
Only  the  inability  to  keep  up 
Was  his  experience. 
Wisdom  has  come  to  him 
From  watching  others; 
Never  the  brilliant,  agonizing  joy 
Of  winning  the  field. 

And  now  he  is  immured 

Within  this  space  — 

This  refuge  of  the  knowing. 

So  he  stands. 

The  hammer  at  his  side 

He  has  found 

Will  not  open  up  closed  doors; 

It  will  not  break  the  glass  before  him. 

His  doors  are  locked  with  rust 

And  the  glass  is  not  just 

Solid  silicate. 

It  is  conduit  to  sound,  and  even  air, 

But  it  is  thick,  and  cold,  and  hard  — 

As  hard  as  adamant, 

As  age-old  oak  — 

As  fifty  years  of  life. 


Russ  Kendall 


George  Hoar 
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/  once  contemplated. 
Imitating  my  idol's  demise 
But  no  gas  stove  was  handy  — 
Only  a  bland  G.E.  Toaster  Oven 
(Not  my  idea  of  going  out  in  style); 
So  while  the  anticipated  surprise 
Of  my  discoverers  was  tempting, 
On  the  one  hand,  I  surmised, 
On  the  other,  that  I  was  destined 
To  withstand  longer  than  planned. 

Paula  Nelson 
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Sheryl  Mann 


Judy  Scanlon 
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CHILD  WISE 

I  found  a  chapel  on  a  hill 
between  the  sky  and  sea 
I  tip-toed  softly  down  the  isle 
no  one  was  there  but  me. 

While  reciting  my  standard  prayers 
thoughts  like  dreams  on  a  breeze 
carried  me  back  to  times  I'd  spent 
playing  under  shade  trees. 

I  sang  along  busy  highways 
and  dreamed  down  lonely  lanes 
And  sprinkled  my  youthful  laughter 
amid  soft  summer  rains. 

Then,  childwise  I  tried  to  measure 
the  scope  from  sky  to  ground 
and  I  gathered  hidden  treasures 
from  places  easily  found. 

Now,  I  have  grown  a  Mother's  hand 
to  guide  my  children's  years 
I  shield  them  gently  with  my  love 
and  bless  them  with  my  tears. 

Those  horizons  of  faith  and  hope 
still  fill  my  children's  skies 
And  purity  of  innocence 
still  fill  my  children's  eyes. 

Kneeling  in  the  rustic  chapel 
weaving  in  and  out  of  prayer 
I  marked  the  graces  I'd  received 
for  merely  being  there. 

Gwendolyn  A.  Viola 
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NIGHT  SOUNDS 


The  silence  is  up  inside  me, 
Pulling  me  back  in  time. 
Sitting  here  all  alone  with  myself, 
Remembering  things  that  rhymed. 

The  TV  has  ceased  its  whining, 

It  stares  me  straight  in  the  eye. 

The  night  sounds  of  street  cars  colliding 

Disappear,  replaced  by  a  sigh. 

For  your  voice  has  come  back  to  haunt  me, 
Soft  spoken,  sad  circumstances. 
And  your  eyes  endless  searching  surrounds  me, 
Recalling  the  right  way  to  dance. 


Greg  Smith 
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THE  KEEPSAKE 

Frozen 

in  fluid  motion, 
the  drawstring  taut 
and  bow  arched 
to  the  sky  — 
a  scene  now  jaded 
with  a  corner  torn, 
tacked  up  on  my  wall 
and  gaze-worn 
by  my  eyes  — 
Oh  little  boy 
captured  there 
in  a  field 
of  long  ago  — 
skin  still  brown 
and  black  hair 
long  and  free  — 
/  never  knew  you 
but  they  told  me 
you  were 
my  grand 

father. 

Kathy  Pollard 


Tom  Pickert 
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Kevin  Hunt 
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Today  it  rained  on  purpose 

And  I  was  glad  to  be  sad 

Taking  up  all  my  memories 

Untieing  all  the  neat  packages 

In  which  I'd  kept  them  hid 

Looking  through  the  past 

To  see  what  I  went  through 

To  get  where  I  am  now 

Counting  what  I  had  to  lose 

To  gain  what  I  own  now 

Which  seems  so  much 

Like  a  broken  toy 

Set  out  to  be  washed 

In  today's  rain 

Which  might  restore  its  color 

But  can  never  put  the  wheels  back  on. 

Linda  Turner 
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Sue  Clemence 


Ruth  Arnold 
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GUNNER'S  VILLE  TO  SWEETWATER 

Curled  in  the  window  space  above  the  back  seat, 
she  molds  her  thin  body  around  the  curved  glass  and  rubs 
her  fingers  across  the  metal  frame. 
She  dreams  in  the  hot  sun  and  hums  with  the  sounds 
that  move  through  the  chassis. 

A  big  house,  with  her  own  room,  maybe  a  kitten,  and  real  curtains! 
A  soft  bed  she  could  toss,  turn  and  even  jump  on  .  .  .  and  a  door 
she  could  close  to  shut  out  the  world! 

She  felt  the  car  turn  left,  leaving  smooth  pavement  for  a  gravel 
road.  Like  the  rusty  scrub  board  stowed  in  the  trunk,  she  thought, 
as  her  head  rattled  against  the  cardboard  frame  she  lay  on. 
Holding  her  tiny  hands  close  to  her  face,  she  studied  scars  etched 
by  needle  sharp  points  of  dried  cotton  bolls,  and  callouses  .  . . 
lumps  that  looked  like  yellow  lye  soap  she  scrubbed  clothes  with  .  .  . 
strong  hands,  Daddy  said,  but  at  night  they  cramped  with  pain. 
She  was  a  worker  .  . . 

picked  twice  her  weight  in  cotton  every  day.  She  weighed  fifty- 
two  pounds  last  week,  but  food  was  scarce  now.  Momma  doled  it  out 
same  as  farmers  measured  out  water  in  this  year's  drought. 
Cold  biscuits  and  molasses  clung  to  the  roof  of  her  mouth  and 
wouldn't  be  washed  down  with  sun-warmed  water. 
She  watched  dust  fan  out  behind  the  car  wheels  and  thought  of 
shiny  mint  leaves  snapping  in  her  fingers,  moist  and  fragrant .  .  . 
sharp  on  her  tongue. 

One  cool  spring  day  she  danced  by  a  river,  moved  from  shade  to  sun 
like  a  feather  on  wind.  She  felt  the  land's  music,  swayed  with 
its  rhythm,  and  cried  its  tears.  But  tears  dried  in  summer  sun 
and  dust  blew  across  her  skin  without  sweat  to  cling  to 
and  she  paled  with  the  heat. 

Circles  darkened  her  eyes;  Tangled  hair  framed  her  face  .  .  .  her 
mouth  cracked  like  salted  fish,  and  still  she  hummed  with  the  sound 
of  wheels  in  motion  and  dreamed  of  spring  water,  so  cold  it  hurt 
her  teeth  and  numbed  her  feet.  And  fresh-dropped  persimmons,  plump 
and  juicy.  Tangy  red  pomegranate  seeds  that  could  quench  a  desert 
thirst .  .  .  a  giant  elm  with  a  tire  hanging  from  the  lowest  branch  . .  . 
a  cool  play  house  nestled  beneath  blackberry  brambles,  and 
shade  dirt  she  spilled  over  her  knees  so  she  could  feel  the 
coolness  spread  down  her  legs.  Again  and  again  she  scooped  hands- 
full  to  funnel  like  sand  in  an  hour  glass,  until  her  body  warmed 
the  dirt .  .  .  and  soon  there  was  no  coolness  left. 
She  slipped  from  the  thicket  into  the  brightness  of  open  land 
and  stood  watching  a  small  white  cloud  that  hung  on  the  skyline's 
edge. 

She  watched  that  cloud  as  they  loaded  a  lumpy  cotton  mattress 
into  the  back  seat.  Work  clothes  and  quilts  she  helped  make 
were  folded  into  the  trunk,  along  with  a  wash  tub  and  cooking 
pots  .  .  .  chipped  enamel  and  cap  patches  that  leaked  scum  water. 
A  piece  of  corrugated  tin  with  wooden  legs  chewed  by  harsh  lye 
soap  .  .  .  a  fishing  pole,  a  shot  gun  .  .  .  held  together  with  baleing 
wire  .  .  .  essentials,  Daddy  said. 

She  watched  that  cloud  as  they  drove  from  the  land  she  knew, 
and  when  the  cloud  faded,  she  watched  dust  spin  up  from  the  wheels 
.  .  .  and  she  dreamed  .  .  .  and  hummed  with  the  sound  that  moved 
through  the  chassis. 

Gwendolyn  A.  Viola 
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DREAM  GIRL 

I  never  wanted  to  be 
perfect  and  pink. 
I  stare  at  pedicured  feet 
and  polish  manicured  fingers, 
useless,  except  for  pointing. 

My  hair, 

labored  over  for  hours, 

is  long  the  way  you  like  it. 

My  half  forgotten  dream  .  .  . 

shopping  sprees 

in  Army /Navy  surplus  stores, 

wanting  no  more 

than  a  friend,  a  roof, 

and  something  to  eat. 

And  you,  a  scruffy  young  man 

with  penniless  pockets. 

But  now  you  stand, 

tall,  demanding,  and 

oh  yes,  so  successful. 

Wave  your  hand,  transform  us  back. 

No  —  wait! 

I  have  grown  to  like 

good  food,  clean  floors, 

and  backdoor  lovers. 

I  am  your  dream  girl  but  more  real  than  you  think. 

Christine  Cox 
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Chuck  Rose 


crows  sing  harsh  black  songs 
waking  us  at  dawn  to  yawn 
last  night's  dreams  away 

Paula  Nelson 


Sunrise  behind  the  haze, 
Black  river  on  the  sea, 
Scars  run  deep  on  the  face 
Of  the  land  devoid  of  trees. 

How  close  to  home  must  it  come 
Before  you  realize  you're  the  one 
That  goes  down  too? 

Peter  D.  LaFemina 


"CLASS" 

Sparkling  pink  champagne, 
Like  in  a  James  Bond  movie, 
In  a  plastic  glass. 


Greg  Smith 


OLD  BOOTS 

Wet,  salt-stained,  sole-worn 
old  friends,  I  owe  you  a  walk 
in  the  green  spring  grass. 

T.  Champagney 


mother 

gave  her  all 

to  catholic  charities 

she  gave  mine,  too. 

one  silverfeathered  duckling 

is  enough  to  hatch 

for  any  church. 

Paula  Nelson 
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TIT  FOR  TAT 

The  taste  of  rage  — 

Bright,  searing,  tearing  at  the  throat, 

A  vise  which  constricts 

Vision  to  a  point, 

To  the  center  of  concentrated  hate. 

And  afterwards, 

A  tongue  coated  with  chalk, 

Legs  and  arms  atremble  with  wasted  force, 

Colors  dimmed  to  dun 

By  self-pity. 

How  could  she  do  it? 

Hasn't  she  regard 

For  other  people's  feelings? 

Did  she  think 

I  meant  to  damage  her? 

How  can  she  go  back 

Upon  the  spoken  tenderness, 

The  gentle  service 

She  has  given  in  the  past? 

Can't  she  forgive 

A  momentary  lapse? 

But  then,  can  1? 

Do  I  forget 

What  brought  this  choler  and  black  bile? 

I  did  not  need 

To  savage  her  with  words, 

When  she  agreed 

With  my  opinion  of  myself. 

George  Hoar 


Marty  Shorb 
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WHAT  GOOD  AMI? 

While  standing  here  with  you,  wrinkled  and  grey,  watching 
And  listening  to  you  strain  to  say,  "What  Good  Am  I  Now?" 
I  want  to  tell  you  in  my  own  way. 

You  say  "the  children  are  grown,  and  have  kids  of  their  own. 
Here  I  sit,  feeling  like  I  have  been  put  out  of  the  way." 

Now  listen  here,  dear  old  man,  you  have  such  purpose, 
So  much  to  share,  let's  tell  the  world  how  much  you  care, 
So  full  of  love,  so  eager  to  reach  out,  and  touch  someone  close, 
Open  a  door,  encourage  the  young,  tell  them  stories  when 
You  were  there  .  .  . 

"Look  at  me,  I'll  show  you  the  way, 

I  shall  give  you  some  nourishment  to  reflect  some  day 

When  you  are  feeling  alone  and  need  a  voice  to  hear, 

Come  close  to  me  and  I'll  whisper  in  your  ear:  I'll  smile  a  mile 

And  rid  you  of  your  fear,  I'll  make  you  feel  as  tall  as  the 

Trees,  come  close  and  sit  here  upon  my  knee." 

You  have  such  purpose,  so  many  gifts,  for  some  young  child  if 
He  could  only  find  a  way  to  spend  time  with  you, 
Just  part  of  the  day! 

Do  not  worry,  do  not  fret,  please  do  not  give  up  yet. 

Out  there  are  children  who  are  trying  to  say  "please 

Someone  show  me  the  way,  give  me  a  feeling  of  goodness  today. 

He  may  have  a  mother  and  a  father  too.  He  may  have  lots  of 

Relatives,  not  one  of  them  you;  so  what,  he  may  not! 

Hush  now,  I  can  just  about  hear  him  say, 

"I  don't  want  a  toy 

Or  that  kind  of  stuff.  It's  great  sometimes  but  it's  not  enough, 

What  I  really  want  is  to  sit  on  some  ole  timer's  knee. 

I  want  to  hear  him  talk  to  me,  whisper  in  my  ear,  smile  a  mile, 

Shed  me  of  some  fear.  I  want  to  feel  as  tall  as  the  trees. 

If  only  someone  could  find  a  way  for  both  you  and  me  to  spend  the  day, 

Or  just  some  time  anyway  and  give  us  a  purpose  for  that  day." 

Ann  Jones  Davidson 


Joyce  Lake. 
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EASTER  POEM 

The  dimes  rotted  in  my  pocket 

Began  to  smell 

Mercury  ran  down  my  leg 

And  I  was  sore  afraid. 

Then  why  do  I  feel  the  need 

And  always  try  to  call  you? 

I  know  my  voice 

Isn't  strong  enough 

And  the  lines  always  cross 

In  anger. 

Nothing  I  hold  can  help  me 

But  my  own  determination 

But  the  weight  on  my  back 

Is  painful, 

The  hill  is  too  steep  to  climb. 

I  know  I'll  be  too  late 

For  Sunday's  resurrection 

But  they  wouldn't  take  reservations. 


IN  DEFENSE  OF  DEFENSES 

I  am  like  the  rose 

who,  when  torn  from  her  barbed  haven, 

stripped  of  prickled  armor, 

lies  silken  smooth  exposed. 

I  am  like  the  rose, 

whose  trustful,  fragile  petals 

pliantly  submit  to  all  the 

callous,  ruinous  fingers 

that  will  later  leave  her,  jilted; 

petals  softly  wilted 

in  the  sun's  hot  August  scorn. 

I  am  like  the  rose, 
in  this  world  of  callous  fingers 
where  we  quiet,  silent  blushers 
both  so  need  our  thorns. 

M.M. 


Linda  Turner 
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ON  MARRIAGE  AND  DEATH 

The  sax  and  the  keyboards  weave  and  meet. 
The  bass  and  the  drums  create  the  beat. 

Rivers  roll  and  rumble  along, 

Singing  such  a  familiar  song. 
Two  Canadian  geese  in  the  mill  pond. 
Only  one  alive  still  feels  the  bond. 

The  tide  floats  her  out. 

Still  he  stands  about. 
A  day  or  two  and  then  he's  gone. 
Alone  and  blue  he  travels  on. 

Don  Estes 


Russ  Kendall 
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I  AM  WIND! 

I  am  wind  —  rushing 
through  tall  grass  and  noble  trees 

who  bow  before  me 
like  rolling  waves  bow  to  sea  — 
yet . .  .  my  touch  sets  all  things  free! 

Kathy  Pollard 
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YOU 

Smoke,  Haze,  Fog,  Dew 

remind  me  of  you 

For  like  the  smoke, 

you 

whirl  around  my  head 

suffocating,  blinding,  and  frightening  me 

with  a  love  that  is  sometimes  fire 

but,  often  just  smoke 

Like  the  fog 

you 

roll  into  my  thoughts 

clouding  my  sunniest  day 

covering,  hiding  all  that  was  visible 

leaving  me  to  grope  thru  darkness  dampness 

only  to  find  nothing  and  no-one 

Like  the  haze 

half  dark-  half  light 

not  sure  you  are  seeing  what  you  see 

straining; 

trying  to  hear  what  you  want  to  hear 

waiting; 

for  it  to  lift-  hoping  to  see  you 

Then,  I  am  not  sure  that  what  I  feel 

on  my  face  is  dew  .  .  . 

as  I  wait  for,  long  for,  and  think  about 

you. 

Dolores  DaLuz 
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FOR  SEAN,  WHO  PERISHED  YOUNG  BY  FIRE 


we 

are  of  an  age 

I  think 

to 

ponder 

death 

we  are  4: 

a  circus  tent  explodes  in  flame: 

we  die 

we  are  12 

and  timmy  turtle 

is  our  idol  — 

who  has  not  seen 

the  box  turtle  crushed 

by  a  passing  car?  Is  that 

what  we  fear 

crouching 

in  school  hallways? 

we  are  28 

mourning  already  suicides  and  sudden  deaths 

of  friends:  reunion  music  playing 

mournful  backup 

as  the  queen  of  the  junior  prom  boogies  by 

we  are  36  and  locked  in  isolation  rooms 
to  protect  our  children 
from  our  lesser  selves 
by  order  of  the  State 

we  are  37 

and  our  children  die  in  fires  we  escaped 

screaming:  daddydaddydaddywhereareyou? 

iamonfire 

tonightismybirthdaytooiwant 

10  candles  onmycakenextmonth 

notfireinmytummy 

we 

are  38    and  we  are  dead  inside 

we  are  40 

have  we  survived? 

Paula  Nelson 
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Peter  D.  La  Femina 


SUMMER 

Mild  breezes 
Cold  sneezes 
Moldy  cheeses 
Tanned  teasers 

Summer  flowers 
Long  hours 
Rain  showers 
Love  is  ours 

Was  it  here? 
Not  for  long 
All  the  laughter 
Summer's  gone. 

Dolores  DaLuz 
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Larry  Le  Gault 


Judy  Scanlon 
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